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by this hurried journey and by the crowds at Padding-
ton. He wrote to his wife :

6 On entering the Chapel I waited, miserably cold and
in a great draught, for nearly three hours. I was already
threatened with an attack upon my chest, and this I
thought would finish me, but though I was perished at
the time I was none the worse ... At last, however,
the doors were flung open ; the Duke of Norfolk with his
heralds fluttering round him entered, and soon after came
the coffin. As it passed before me I could think of nothing
but the poor dear Lady who was lying within it, who had
been so kind a friend to me for fifty years, and had never
changed, writing me such kind letters, almost to the end
of her days. Indeed, so absorbed was I in these thoughts,
that the throng of princes that followed passed quite
unobserved, and I did not come to myself until all that
was left me to look at was the tail of the procession.

6 My one poor eye is dotted over with spots, so that I
can hardly read, and the oculist I consulted is not very
consolatory, but I am in hopes it is only worry and
fatigue/

He refused, none the less, to cancel his public engage-
ments. In June he crossed to Glasgow to receive
an honorary degree, and in October he presided at
the convocation of the Royal University of Ireland.
Upon the very next day he travelled to England and
attended a ceremony at the Indian Institute in Oxford.
c It was there/ writes Sir Alfred Lyall (and the quota-
tion is worth repeating), * that I saw Lord Dufferin
for the last time. He was standing on Magdalen
Bridge, looking down the stream towards the sunset,
absorbed, as it seemed to me, in the remembrance of
bygone days/

On his return to London he was taken seriously ill